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THEZDEATH OF NOVELIST NORRIS
AN EVENT TO BE DEFPLORED.
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Mr. ~owells Discusses the Question

of g ‘'oman’'s Ability as a Fiction
2Writer—Notes and Gossip.

i
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The 2leath of Frank Norris, the California
povelsit, is a loss to literature, because at
thirtydlwo he had only begun to accomplish
the »2rk he had laid out, says the Brook-

lyn Il:irlo‘. Three contemporaneous story
writeg have shown the new West to us as
some'Alng more than a land of glaring con-

tmte.and a field for humor bordering on
burleue. The three men, Frank Norris,
Owﬂ:‘i"htﬂ' and Harry Leon Wilson, write
aboutgthe West as a factor in our political
and dal system and indieate the relation
whicly its unmined wealth and its social
fdealsP chiseled from the rocks almost as
rougl<y as its ores are, bear to the United
Btatesd as a nation. Of these Wister is by
far e best artist, making a rounder,
smoother, more convincing and attractive
pictu® In his “Virginian” than any of his
fellov has done, but the man with the
JargeSideal was Norris. He borrowed from
Balz:~: and Zela the plan of a connected
seried of studies all dealing with different

phas® of the same subject. His “Octopus,”
publi d two years ago, was to be the first
of a jogy to be called “The Epic of the

Whe."” of which the second volume was
to dpict the Chicago wheat pit, as the
centd® of the process of sale of the wheat,
and " third was to show [ts consumption
in Efrope and in the relief of an Indian
famin. = g

It \‘,tu an ambitious seheme and his death
has «t it off in the middlie. But “The Oc-
topus¥*' which dealt with the fight between
the  “heat growers of southern California
and §he Southern Pacific Railroad, hac
powe® enough to arouse keen interest as to
what$the author would accomplish in his
later olumes. *“The Octopus” is an uneven
book wund it is undeniably long-winded in

partsx and ineffective in its treatment of
the : "pernatural element, as {llustrated by

the &d priest and the murdered girl. But
are scenes and chapters of such un-

jonsPas to what the author might accoms-
plishRwhen he had himself better in hand,
realigd what he could and could not do,
and Fonfined himself to possible achieve-
men®. The man who wrote that battle of
glan'® on the wheat ranch, when the unlon
agal.®t the rallroad fell to pleces, who
dre that grim picture of the lawyer

ed In the flood of wheat pouring into
the IE:d of the ship, and the pursuit of the
nulh"od engineer through the mountains,
had T power which was bound to come to

af fruition with years and work. “The
OctoRus" did not meet the success of a
lMghtg historical novel or colonial romance,
but very Ineffectiveness from the point
of w of the ordinary reader, came from
the obility of the author's aim. Mrs.
Hum@hry Ward is the only novelist in our
day Fho successfully paints the sweep of
a pcFtical movement over the face of a
whol§ soclal system. Something like that
No tried to do with the revolt of Cali-
forn'g farmers against railroad control of

itlon, one wave of the "anti-trust”
ent stirring our polities to-day. In
when successful novelists are con-
ith little things, with charming por-
of afternoon teas and colonial love-
g%, a subject like that dignifies liter-
and even the partial realization of it
iile Octopus” rescues Norris from the
list merely entertaining and ephemeral
stor§ writers. Whether “The Wheat Pit"”
was gnear enough completion to make its
publgation possible is not known, but an-
nourgements have been made of it as forth-
comg. Whether it is published or not.
Noriysa has made his mark as one of the
novigsts who took hils work seriously and
wholh having found his field, declined to
trlv'f, or to hurry.

’_ A Demand for Good Books,

*Ed%or's Study,” In November Harper.
Mphy fallacles are entertained concern-
ing fublishers, editors and those who are
emp@Pyed as readers. So many bhooks and so
mn} periodicals are published which have

no r@ation to anything which may properly
be lled Hterature that it Is too generally
nnimd that all publishing enterprises
hav/ that detachment, and are of a wholly
com@ercial character. If this were true, it
WouR cast a grave reflection upon the great
bn-d'ﬁ of intelligent readers In ;:hls couﬁry.
shoging on their part a monstrous deprav-
ity. i “he real situation is far different from
tha upposed. There Is a large and stead-
ily i§creasing number of cultivated and ap-
sitive Amerlcan readers whose taste

tot been vitiated, and whe insist upon
the highest standards and the best ideals.
HoWy large this audience Is may be inferred
frorg the fact that a novel, of supreme dis-
tinclon as Mterature, and with no facti-
tlouy claim to popularity, may have a sale
of m 50,000 to 100,000 coples—larger than
it ¢« 1ld have had a generation ago. It 1s an
audgnce demanding something better than
it , but not something better than we
trus It will get. We have no such constel-
lati of great novel-writers as forty years
agosbrightened the English literary heav-
ensgl'he Interval has been made radlant by
solisry stars, now and then of great mag-
nitide. We may not soon see such another
Erog> as thronged the field, dazzling the
vie‘-' of the last generation; but the skles
are Mebulously rich for fresh nucleations to
Et fy the eagerly expectant eyes of the
ngt Ish-speaking people. The demand will
surly be met. We are not confessing to the
Inf fority of our own present literature as
congared with the past (excluding from
the #otrospect a single period, as brief as it
warg brilllant.) On the contrary, in Ameri-
Ca, giterary taste and lHterary activity are
far gvdvanced since the days of Irving and
CoZzer. The quality of our lterature is
beter than in those days; appreclation is

qui‘ker and more abundant, judiclous criti-
more exacting.

., A Valuable Library.
Ne’ York Evening Post.
Irdormation from Louisville, Ky., Is to
the Bffect that a library of great value and

ext®™t, contalning many rare and preclous
boc’.-. is to become the property of the
Unigersity of Virginia. The following state-
me is made: “Hidden away in a too-long
clod building on Jefferson street. Louis-
vill] obscured by layer on layer of dust,

is wonderful Hbrary of books. whose
owrg'r denies their existence, but who has
m"a a will bequeathing the entire collec-
tloi to the University of Virginia. For
b 4 - these books have only been seen by
caz ‘ce. For years thelr owner has guarded

thel from friends and foes alike. They are
vaiged by the few friends of the old man

wWh-, owns them at from $30,000 to $100.000
On‘tho shelves and plled in rows on the
floor are many first editions, many
Bpesish books of great value, thousands of
Ang'rican books of the early eighteenth and
ninfteenth centuries, and books written by
mefl and women of scholarly lelsure before
thegeivil war. The ecollecting of these books
n in the infancy of American litera-
, and has been carried on to the present
The old, old man who owns these
28 Is eighty-eight years of aze. He is
t orarily at St. Joseph's Infirmary, but
is @t seriously 11l. His mind 12 as brilllant
as cn earller days, when he saw Lafayette
ang witnessed the destruction of Transyl-
va®ia. He Is not only a bibliomaniac. but
anfiuthor of Important books. His name is
Be'aard Shipp. He was born April 13, 1813
Negt to Col. Cuthbert Bullit, he is the old-
citizen of the city. Generations have
forgotten him and he passes alone through
thaclty streets. Yet he has seen wonderful
thisgs, and, what is better, he remembers
then, and has lately given his reminis-
8 t0 an historical organization.”

3’ Condemns Ayres's Books.
lté'ell Fleld, in Chicago Post.
7 e death of Alfred Ayres recalls the ef-
for’s of A well-meaning gentleman who
»it & life making trouble for his fellow-
He was a lterary prig, a quibbler
words, who was never happy save

endeavoring to prove that the writ-
of the greateat reputation knew noth-

~ ingé whatever of the proper use of words.

Years ago we were associated with a
writer whose beauty of literary style
S IT - In an evil moment-—he

< ——ee
Ayres, he picked every word with the g :
est care, vainly endeavoring to catch the
closest shade of m h the natural
result that his easy, beautiful style became
gtiited, affected and wearisoms, in the ex-
treme. For one wretchéd year he floun-
dered in the bog of “careful writing,” pro-
ducing nothing that would have been cred-
ftable to a high-school boy. Just at the mo-
ment when his friends were praying that
death would rescue him before his reputa-
tion and talents were wholly destroyed he
awoke, threw away his Ayres, cursed his
own folly and shook off all absurd and
hampering restrictions. There are two good
places for books of the Ayres stamp-—the
kitchen stove and the library grate.

Can a Woman Write About Men?

in commenting on George Eliot's work,

discusses the difficulty presented to the
woman writer in giving an artistic and
faithful picture of the men necessary to
her stories. Mr. Howells says:

“It seems as if there must alwabs be
women artists as well as men artists, and
that in the art of fiction the women artists
should be obliged, if not tempted, to realize
their acquaintance with men to the percep-
tion of their readers. No story can get on,
or get far on, with women alone in it; there
must be men to keep it going, and if it is a
woman who writes the story, It must be a
woman who paints the men’'s characters,

“Of course she has to do the best she can
under the conditlons. She cannot know men
#0 thoroughly as a man can know women.
There Is a whole world, a dreadful world,
which a passably good man may at least
know about, but which can be known only
to the worst of women. Still, that is a world
well lost to knowledge for most practical
purposes, and if the woman who is writing
a story will take her men in the ordinary
circumstances of life, or as they are usu-
ally known to the human family, and not
in their uttermost moral squalor, there is
nothing in her being a woman that shall
prevent her representing them accurately,
vividly, truthfully. S8he must look into her
heart and write, as a man must; but in the
heart of every human being there is the po-
tentiality of every woman and every man,
irrespective of the being's sex, and so long
as a woman honestly reports what she sees
in her heart she will make a successful ap-
peal to the recognition of her readers with
the figure to which she attributes the na-
ture of a man.”

-

What Zola Made by Writings.

London Letter in Chicago Post.

It is estimated, I see, that Zola made 2,-
000,000 francs, that is about £80,000, in his
forty years of authorship. That does not
seem a very large reward for attaining to
the height of popularity among European
authors. Two thousand pounds a year.

Why, more than two or three of our little
island novelists get as much for the serial

Prights of a single story: and one at least

earns twice as much every year of her
lucky life. A friend of mine earns £3000 a
year for managing a photographic com-
pany. Last winter a loecal doctor made
£1,000 during the vacchation scare. But of
course money was not Zola's only reward.

Have you ever read the wooden autobi-
ography of that verbose novelist, Anthony
Trollope? It is worth reading, if only for
its frank statement of Trollope's methods
and ldeals and earnings. He had few illu-
glons. He was a novelist by trade., He it
was, you remember, who ground out his
daily portion of everlasting copy even iIn
the stateroom of an Atlantic liner. Well,
Trollope says that in thirty-two years of
novel writing he made £70,000. That is a
better record than Zola's, and who can =ay
that his literary record is worse? ‘1 have
turned out more stuff,” wrote Trollope,
“than any other living European author—
certainly more than twice as much as Car-
lyle.”” Poor Carlyle, even some of your
“stuff” is forgotten.

But do vou remember what Carlyle said
to Willlam Black when he had finished
reading “A Daughter of Heth?' “Eh,
man,” said he in his grimmest way, “but
when are ye goin' to do somethin’ serious?"”

How the Heroine Has Changed.
L Springfield Republican.

The heroine of the novel used to be de-
scribed somewhat after this style:

Her head was beautifully poised. Her
brow was low and broad and white. Her
delicately chiseled nose was of the color of
alabaster, and a faint, pinkish glow showed
under the velvety surface of her cheeks.
Her splendidly rounded throat was like a
marble column set above her white, swell-
ing breast, and her dimpled, snowy arms
showed alluringly through the dainty lace
of which the sleeves of her gown were
fashioned.

Since the herolne plays golf, however, it
would hardly be proper to speak of her
alabaster brow and pink cheeks., To give
her all she deserves the novelist of to-day
must picture her thus:

Her rich, faded out hair was done up in a
little knot on top of her head, where she
lightly wore a rusty brown Tam O'Shanter.
Her broad, beautiful brow was about the
color of an old boot, and her delicate, re-
fined nose was covered with freckles, all
save the end, which had become a large, ir-
regular blister that was splendidly becom-
ing to her. Her soft, downy cheeks were
cracked and brown, as a result of exposure
to the weather, and her magnificent neck
showed big sunburned cords on the sides
that testified to her fine development and
unusual strength. The muscles of her al-
most black arms, stood out like those of a
machmist, and she had a long, almost man-
ly stride that at once filled the beholder
with a sense of her grace and made him
long instinctively to be her protector.

Literature and Concentration.
London Graphie.

In the Fortnightly Review M. Max Nor-
dau maintains the surpassing thesis that
success in creative literature can only be
won by men who have no competing em-
ployments to divide their interests and im-
pede the concentration of their brains. It is

beyond doubt the dream of every man of
letters to be able thus to insulate the elec-
tricity of his genius; but it Is strange that
M. Nordau should have overlooked the long
list of those who have had other things be-
sides literature to attend to and yet have
produced work that lives. Shakspeare, the
actor-manager; Milton, the lord protector's
Latin secretary; Charles Lamb, the India
office clerk, are only a few of the cases
that he might have recalled. He should also
have thought of Dickens, who was a re-
porter when his first imaginative work was
written; Thackeray, who divided his time
between fiction and work for the comic pa-
pers, and Charles Kingsley, who wrote
“Westward Ho!” while a country parson,
and M. Zola, who was Hachette's clerk
when he wrote “Contes a Ninon.” The
quantity of the work may have suffered in
some of these cases from the author's alter-
native interests and dutles, bhut it is hard
to belleve that the quality has suffered too.
The rule, in short, If rule it be, is swamped
by rather more exceptions than even the
rules about the genders In French gram-
MATS.

Precedents Enough.

New York Sun.

Mr. Booth Tarkington Is said to be sur-
prised that an American “crook’ obtained
a suggestion for fleecing unwary Britons
from his novelette, “"Monsieur Beaucaire.”
He should not be; for criminal history
shows that the “swell mob,” the criminals

-

WHAT DID THE DOCTOR MEAN?

Patient (after giving the doctor thm
dollars and recelving a prescription)—But
suppose, doctor, this doesn’t cure ine.

In Harper's for November, Mr. Howells, |

[ .

| asked.

Because she prefers an art career to that of &
social butterfiy, Miss Hart Wpylie, direct de-
scendant of nine State Governors, has left her
home in Atlanta, Ga., where her social debut
this vear was to have been one of the soclety
events of Georgla, and gone to the New York art
quarter.,

of the higher grades, are always on the
watch for suggestions, however harmless in
themselves, which they can use in their
profession. About a third of a century ago,
Chambers' Journal, a famous English week-
ly, published a fictitious account of a rob-
bery of a firm of jewelers in London; with-
in a year thereafter, an actual firm of jew-
elers was robbed in the manner described
in the story. The despoiled firm sued the
proprietors of Chambers' Journal for dam-
ages, on the ground that the story had
suggested the mode of robbery; but the
‘English eourt promptly nonsuited them.
Mr. Tarkington may take heart, inasmuch
as the only precedent is against his being
liable for the criminal misapplication of his
story.

A Shelf for the Elect.

St. Nicholas Magazine,

If you have already grouped your books
according to your liking for them, it will be
found pleasant to set apart a special shelf

or a chosen part of your bookcase for your

intimate book friends—the ones that you
most respect, enjoy, and are truly fond of.
Then, when in the mood for converse with
a favorite author, you can turn to this spe-
cial group, sure of finding what you want.
Or, If you do not care to open the volumes,
vou can “read them by the backs"-—a
phrase already explalned in this depart-
ment. That is to say, you can by a mere
glance at the books themselves conjure up
as if by a magic charm the scenes, person-
ages, and often the very waqrds that lie
within.

Literary Notes.

The legend that the short story is not in
the Anglo-8Saxon blood rouses the wrath of

a contributor to the Academy. He can't

understand by what process of ratiocina-
tion that legend has been evolved, and he
adds: “The modern short story was per-
fected by an Anglo-Saxon, Edgar Allan
Poe, an artist profoundly esteemed in the
‘land of the short story,’” France, though
ignored in England.”

The examination of Zola's papers has re-
sulted in discovering that the novellst left
a finished libretto for an opera. It will be

set to musiec by Bruneau, a friend and col-
laborator with the great writer. The work
was composed in the summer at Zola's
country house and only finished three days
before his death. Another opera, “L'Infant
Roil,”” was finished some time ago and is
now in the hands of Manager Carre, of the

Opera Comique. It will be staged the com-
ing secason.

Mrs. Augusta Evans Wilson, author of
“Beulah,” *"8t. Elmo" and the recent book,
“A Speckled Bird,” is sald to be a woman

of remarkably attractive personality. Well
on in middle life, she remains unusually
fascinating to all ages of friends and visi-
tors. She is of medium height, graceful,
with the high bred air which denotes her
gentle birth and breeding. 8he is a delight-
ful, vivacious and unaffected conversation-
alist. Peculiarly graclious and tactful, Mrs.
Wilson is an especlally popular woman in
the South and greatly admired and beloved
in Moblle,

There is a report that a French book col-
lector has picked up for a trifle at a book
stall on the Payis quays an original copy of

the story from which Shakspeare took the
plot of “Othello.” In this history of the
“Moor of Venice,” by Geraldl Cynthio, Des-
demona is beaten to death by Othello and
lago with sandbags, which leave no marks
of violence. Afterward they pull down the
crumbling ceillng above her and declare
that she has been killed by accident. The
story concludes with the killing of Othello
by Desdemona's parents, after he has been
perpetually banished from Venice by the
doge.

Mre, Mary J. Holmes is a native of
Brookfield, Mass., and the scene of many
of her books is laid in New England. She

is said to have been a very precocious child,
attending school when only four years old—
studying grammar at six, teaching school
at thirteen and publishing her first article
at fifteen. Over three million copies of her
books have been sold as proof of her popu-
larity. Her home is in Brockport, near
Rochester, N. Y., where, when at home,
she is always busy at work, for, notwith-
standing that she has been so long before
the public, she has more applications for
stories than she can fill.

A TRUST IN HIMSELF,

Providence, a Run of Catfish and =&

Supply of Needed Hooks.
Detroit Free Press.

“This trust busipess now agitating the
public is by no means a new thing,'” said
a banker from northern Michigan the other
day, “‘although it seems to be something
of a surprise to the public. Trusts were
heard of as many as forty yvearr ago, and
if not on such a large scale it was because
) money was not so plenty.

I believe® that 1 was one of the first
trusts ever heard of in the United States.
I was in business in Missouri, and a creditor
who went to the wall turned over to me a
barrel of catfish hooks. The supply was
large enough to meet the ordinary demand
for ten years to come, but a singular thing
happened that fall. There was an epidemic
among live stock, and beef, pork and mut-
ton became searce and high. There hadn't
been a run of catfish in the fall for twen-
{y years, but that fall they fairly swarmed
in the Missouri. Everyvbody went in for
catfish, and, of course, there was a big de-
mand for hooks.

“It wasn't long before I discovered that
I had the only supply for a hundred miles
up and down, and, after thinking the mat-
ter over, I stated the case to an old justice
of the peace, who came into the store. He
smoked a pipe-over it and then replied:

“ “Tom, this seems to be a case of Provi-
dence. Providence decreed that there should
be a run of catfish to help us all out.’

“'But about my barrel of fishhooks?” I
‘Do you think Providence decreed
that I should have them on hand to sell
at a cent apice?

“*No, sah—no sah,’ he replled with much
earnestness. *“When % come to yvou Provi-
dence let right go and gave a chance
to either play the fool or sell them hooks
for a dime apice, and now you take your
own way about it."

*“1 put up the price and sold every hook,"
s;id the trust orlat‘ir.nolri.t Rnd if Ilm:?: a
thousand cent. pro e people
theﬂvwmplmtyotummm#
dence that winter as an effort.”

What Is Life?

WHO BUY PRIVATE IJBRAIIIS.,‘

— ;i

? ]
Bibliomanine Who Drove His F--rlr

Out of Doors to Make Room lnr;t;

His Habby.

- ‘

. A

New York Evening Post.
If old books could talk, the worn, se -
hand volumes that drift into dusty heapgon |
the floors and shelves of dim busembnt |
shops in this city, day by day, would tefl a
tale of human pathos, mixed with comegly.
as strange as any romance ever writm. |
The bibliopolist's calling is a curious nd
eventful one. It thrusts upon him odd cpn- |
fidences and sometimes takes him lito
weird surroundings. !

“Not long ago | answered a hasty sajm-
mons to a certain house in Brooklyn, gnd
made an offer for its immense library,” #hid |
a down town dealer, recounting one of (his
most pecullar experiences. “It came fdom
the wife of a bibliomaniac who was wigely
known throughout the city. 3

“I knew the idiosyncracies of the man, ifor
1 had visited him once several years dgo.
I wanted to buy some books that he ow:fed.
He literally kicked me out of his house, sO
I felt no surprise when I saw his widov! of
a few hours tear from their shelves  in
sheer bitterness of spirit, the books he hiad
fondled. }

“She had lived with her family in tliree
roome on the second floor of her husbald's
big dwelling. He had forced her to vattate
the other apartments. Two of the chilgren
had been driven from home in orded to
make more space for his books. His spe- |
cial hobbles were the civil war, of widich |
he was a veteran, and China. No scra} of
literature that he could find on either 3ub-
juct was spared. He gathered all into;his
overwrought house and kept them llf‘-re.
The third floor was filled with magazsnes
and newspapers. They formed almo:, a
compact mass from wall to wall. When
the columns grew so high and broad {hat
the doors could not be opened a panel Svas
removed and the papers or books were
thrown through the crevice. The wlr}.low
was open and the havoc of rain and $ow
haa ruined all within reach.

A BOOK MISER.

“No one ever was permitted to dustlthe
books or remove a fragment of a clipjing.
The grime of years was shaken from t-}xeir
covers when the widow owned them foi. the
first time. She did not keep them one ain-
ute longer than was necessary. She pold
the entire collection for $10,000, and ¥ re-
moved it in ninety-three cases of 18,000,' ol-
umes. It represented the abnormal labor
of thirty years, and at least two wresked
lives, That is one of the sad extremds to

which a love of books may lead a hohby-
rider who is not strongly balanced, |

“*Women sometimes send for me tr&En a
4.2

-

great distance to inspect their library, fvith
a view to purchasing what they descrille as
a ‘fine collection of books.” 1 have da*hed
to the scene and found several hundred pa-
per-backed novels, not worth the en.rgy
that 1 had spent in catching the next irain
home. The car fare is my loss, of coulse—
and it reaches a considerable sum a
vear. 1 can do nothing except leavep the

remises and try not to be even silently %pro-
ane. . :

POPULAR NOTION OF BOOK VALZES.

“Have you any paper for shelf-covdrs?”
said a woman shopper who entered; the
store at this moment, and interrupte® the
conversation.

“No, madam.” Turning away, he coltin-
ued: “That is typical of most worgen's
appreciation of old books. 1 answer -aues-
tions similar to that several hundred =mes
a day. I can't understand it. Women jiave

revived a fashion for the antique in farni-
ture, but they maintain a serene indiffer-
ence to antiquities in bibllography. .And
yvet Oliver Wendell Holmes said: *‘The>e is
no furniture like books.’ . s

“1 found a manual worth 32330 in a yhung
housekeeper's coal scuttle once. B8hej had
agked me to buy some o0ld books that} had
been swept together when she cleaned the
storeroom. 8he had picked out the brig itest
and best-looking ones and arranged th«am In
orderly rows for my inspection. They “were
not worth $3. The others she had th¥*own
aside for the ash bin. 1 have learned ex-
perience to reverence rubbish heaps. :80 I
quietly asked for a glance at the dibris,
and was led to the coal scuttle. 1 hel 13{
breath as I drew forth the shabby msau
It was a first edition of the ‘Star Char‘ber,’
one of the earliest books printed by the
famous ‘Grolier Club.’ i

““This Is an attractive little book;'how
much will you take for it?' 1 asked.

*‘You may have that for nothing,’; was
the reply. A

“I sald no more then, but when I redched
my shop I sent her a good-sized check, But
when it reached the woman she sud lenly
changed her mind, and declided tha; she
wanted her gift returned. It took a® my
logic and eloquence to persuade her ti sell
it for the sum offered. :

“l never have met among women a’con-
noisseur or extensive collector of rary old
books, or even of new ones. And therp are
fewer men, among the younger generéstion,
collecting to-day than there were a dfcade
ago. Yet hundreds of books are pubR&shed
now for every thirty of an earlier p*riod.
Collections of clippings from newsp'ipers
and magagines are increasing in poj-ular-
ity; and yet they are almost worthless;from
a dealer's viewpoint, for the strange rgason
that no two human belngs seem to be *nter-
ested In exactly the same subject og- the
same phase of it. The assortment m'y be
worth hundreds of dollars to the marg who
gathers it, and yet be difficuit to disp: of
at any price. There are few excep-lons.
Clippings on the drama, on the evofution
of a town or city, or on the reports «f the
Weather Bureau usually have a degige of
popularity. |

SOME QUEER COLLECTIONSj
“But collectors seem to have so fnuch
grotesque originality, and so many idMsyn-
cracies. There is a prominent New ;York
man—not a crank—whose humor it jis to
collect everything printed that he cag find

on the frailties of clergymen. He fuinbles
among the dusty papers and mag:;zines
here every week, and has catalogue’l the
fruits of his vigilance under ethical Leads.

Each offense is placed beneath the lroml

A

or civil law that it breaks. Another} man
left two large collections on sulcldd and

rettes here, but no one wanted thcem.™

t the most cherished clippings mever
become the gentle comrades, kind advisers
friends, comforts, treasures, that sofe o
the neglected old books in New York
have been to the men who once read;them
by their own Iibrary firesides until driven
by pecessity and hunger to part with them.
A distinguished Confederate genera, who
died in New York gave away his big 1Jorary
for $3. His fortune was gone a his
ﬂ-l.de prevented his accepting aild jtron

friends. They were unaware of the ex-
tremity of his suffering until they found
his bookshelves empty. His autouraph
would have multiplied the value of. each
volume, but he refused to let it remiin on
the page. Every trace of their ownkrship
was obliterated.

Different is the farewell given by ymmi-
grant students to their favorite books: when
they find themselves alone and hungry in
New York with only their small litrary,
brought from the Fatherland, left “o en-
courage them. Their books are thi last
possessions they sacrifice. In some Jf the
dingy shops down near the Bower;, pa-
thetic little dramas of human life are vnact-
The German student ne lblotl
ume,
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ne. Not only will it pull piows, but it | rank as great powers, but the Amerk
IMPERIAL nsponsmmms' glll run the rgaper. binder, t%re,nher. feed | continental Unlon—forty-five States in a
—_— cutter and other machinery, and when the | has changed all that. The solld mass of
harvesting is over it will pull a train of | this great body In action will by mere me.

They Go Hand in Hand with Ameri-
ea’s Imperial Destiny.

Minneapolig Tribune,

The white man's burden begins to chafe
us a little all around. We are all beginning
to discover what students of history under-
stood from the first, that our new path of
imperial power and service is likely to be
toilsome as well as glorious. This never
was any reason for shirking responsibilities
put uponp us by our natural evolution, but
it is a reason for approaching those re-
sponsibilities with decent sobriety and fore-
thought. We approach every problem of
dealing with inferior races with the same
national light heartedness and national
cocksureness that led us into such a tangle
of blunders in dealing with the negro.

The Philippines are the only place where
we have escaped serlous mistakes. There

we were saved by an impudent resistance
to American authority that put us on our
metile. We started out in Cuba with the
horrible blunder of the Teller resolution.
We started out In Hawaii with the foolish
notion that we could treat Kanakas like
American settlers in a Western Territory.
We shall have to take the back track in
both places sooner or later. We are ap-
proaching another problem of dealing with
inferior races in the isthmian canal enter-
prise. We shall have to be very careful to
avoid blundering there.

We have treaties pending with both the
United States of Colombia and the re-
public of Cuba. Both these governments
have sent back our treaty drafts for re-
vision. We made liberal terms to the Co-
lombians for perpetual control of the canal
right of way. The government makes dif-
ficulties about the question of perpetual
control of the canal strip, and demands
a larger sum of money for the conces-
slon. It is probable that there is no con-
nection between these demands and the
discontent of the Colombian government
with Admiral Casey’'s course at Panama.
Newspapers that put the two together for-
get that this treaty must have been start-
ed from Bogota on its return before the
friction at the isthmus. That friction
seems to have been removed by instruc-
tions from Washington.

We may as well make up our minds to
be held up and thwarted at every point in
this canal enterprise by politicians and ad-
venturers in temporary control of what is
called the government of Colombia. We

shall have to do there just as we did when

the Panama railroad was constructed. We
shall have to watch our chance to get a
roper treaty out of some reasonable and
ntelligent government momentarily in
power, and enforce it afterwards with
cruisers and marines. We need a better
treaty than that of 1846; but we can get
it, as we got a bargain out of the Panama
Canal Company, by playing Nicaragua off
against Colombia. We are not yet so
committed to the shorter route that we
could not abandon it for the other., This
advantage is going to enlist the Panama
Canal Company with us in bringing the
Colombians to reason.

Cuba has sent back our reciprocity treaty
too, with the statement that it is inad-
missible, and a counter proposal, whose
nature i{s not disclosed. This is the natural
and expected result of the domestic and
foreign intrigues that have been going on
in Cuba. We missed the one opportunity
of making an easy and satisfactory ad-
justment with Cuba by failing to provide
for commercial reciprocity before our oc-
cupation of the island ended. Our retire-
ment made way for selfish and ambitious
politiclang at home and for foreign agents
of our European rivals In trade and in-
fluence, These between them are doing

their best to undo everything that was done.[

during the American occupation of Cuba.
They are working together to defeat com-
mercial reciprociiy between the two coun-
tries; to prevent effectuation of the Platt
amendment (o the Cuban constitution; to
destroy our influence with the Cuban gov-
ernment and to deprive us of the military
and naval advantages Pmmised; to divert
Cuban trade from the United States and to
turn it towards Europe and South America.

We cannot blame the representatives of
foreign powers for using the tools our sen-
timental folly put into their hands. We
have been the laughing stock of the world
for passing the Teller resolution, and we
must not expect it to help us in getting out
of our hole. The President seems to be at
the end of his rope in deallng with Cuba,
and the experience of last winter does not
promise much help from the wisdom of
Congress. It will take a great many years
for our relations with Cuba to reach a
situation as favorable for establishing the
status best for both countries as that we
foolishly neglected to take advantage of.

The Hawallan islands are small, but they
were big enough for us to blunder over. The
consequences of our error in glving them
more self-government than they were fit
to exercise have been evident in all the sub-
sequent history of the islands. They are
written down again in the annual report of
Governor Dole, just sent to Washington.
He asks for large amendments in the or-
ganic law. He wants the federal govern-
ment to assume powers that have been in-
trusted to the Hawaiian government, but
which it is too weak to exercise. He wants
po:il'erl that were intrusted to the half
native
transferred to the Governor. In fact, this
man, who s recognized everywhere as the
ablest resident of the.island and the most
trusted representative of property and busi-
ness and education there, practically re-
ports that the people are less fit to govern
themeelves than our Congress supposed,

It will be comparatively easy to correct
our national mistakes in Hawail. Those
islands are national territory, absolutely
under American authority. It is only a
question there of amending unwise legisla-
tion. We shall do what we have done in
Alaska—go0 on passing agd amending ex-
perimental laws until we get knowledge and
ex lence enough to work out a complete

e. In a general wayv that is what we
shall do in the Philippines. These prob-
lems are easy enough In comparison with
Cuba and our isthmian proteges,

SMALL FARMS IN THE SOUTH.

ﬁey Are Not Likely to Discard Work-
men and Horses for Machines.

Snvanmli News. -

A Florida man who has been traveling in
the West—the section of great farms and
prodigious H:‘tnches-—hﬂt!;;lt o ‘tho rather
startling ormation arm hand
is doomed that the farm
disap th him. Indeed, the Florida
man Is quite sure that the passing of these
two necessaries of the farm has

already
and he is d to have been its ter n, and is quite well advanced. -
once even if it never does come back: The rc ry is tmgg the place of man :l:d
name is a fragile bond of union held *acred | beast. Traction and electrical mo-
and left untouched. There it waits, tors are doing the w f ¥ per-

& %

. We from our friend
that a recently engine,
which gets its power from gasoline, is

s
2l (|

Hawalian Legislature practically |

wagons from the farm to the market.

With the substitution of machine labor
for animal labor there is no necessity for
the farmer to empioy hands to get up at b
in the morning and feed the horses, in -
ticipation of their hard day's work, sirfice
no horses are necessary. All the farmer
has to do is to pour some oil in the tank of
the machine, strike a match and his motor
is ready for the duty before it. The cost
of the gasoline traction engine is about
$1,000, but after the first cost the expense Is
slight as compared with the keep of horses.

It may be true, as our Florida friend con-
cluded, that farm hands and farm horses
will become fewer year by year on the
great farms of the West, where machinery
can be profitably employed. In this section,
however, we expect to see the “*hired man
and the “critter” engaged for many years
in tilling the soil. The tendency in other
than the great prairie sections, as shown
by the recent census, is rather toward small
farms than great ones. In the South the
great plantations of years ago are being
broken up into small farms that are cultl-
vated by families. Mfachinery to replace
animals cannot profitably be employed on
such farms. Meanwhile it is a fact that the
Southern farmers, and especially those of
Georgia, are keeping well up with the
march of progress in the use of improved
and labor-saving devices for the prepara-
tion of their lands and the cultivation and
harvesting of their crops. The day may
come when Dobbin may be turned out to
grass for good and all, and when the auto-
mobile will do all the plowing, grinding,
hauling and carrying the folks to meeting,
but the time is not yet.

OLD WAYS

AND NEW.

Yellow Journalism’'s Method of Re-

porting a News Item.
New York Sun.

In old times there were three ways to re-
port testimony, the wverbatim, the sketch
and the summary. Let us give an example:

John Smith sworn and examined by Mr.
Jones:

“Q—What is your business?"

“A—1 am a carpenter.”

“Q—How long have you worked at your
trade?”

“A—I have worked at my trade for twenty
vears.”

“Q—Do you know the defendant?"

“A—I do.”

“Q—How long have you known him?"

“A—1 have known him for the past ten
years."

S0 much for the verbatim. Now for the
sketch:

“John Smith, on being sworn, said he was
a carpenter. He worked at his trade for
twenty vears and knew the defendant for
ten years."” '

And the summary:

“John Smith, a carpenter, knew defend-
ant for ten years.”

The yellow fever, however, has evolved
a new style of reporting:

“John Smith, a tall and angularly formed
fedow with bushy red halr and flaming
whiskers, was sworn. He kissed the Book
with a resounding smack, adjusted his
green necktie, sat down in the witness
chair, ran his right hand through his ruby
locks, crossed his legs, which were closely
incased in blue and white trousers of the
latest cut, and then looked straight into the
eyves of Counsellor Jones, In solemn tones
the latter asked him his business. ‘I am a
carpenter,” was his humble reply, made in
a clear and high-pitched volce that was
heard distinctly in the remotest corner of
the courtroom.

“*‘How long have you been a carpenter?
asked Mr. Jones with a threatening look in
his left eye. ‘I have been a carpenter, sir,
sald the witness with great 4 ty and
fully appreciating the importance of the
question, ‘during the past twenty years.'
Then Mr. Jones drew himself up to his
fullest helght, and extending his arm at
an angle of forty-five degrees he brought
it down again swiftly until his huge fist
struck the table with a horrible dull thud.
‘Do you know the defendant? he shouted
in thunderous tones. ‘I do,” was the reﬁly.
made in. accents pltched In a high key
which contrasted strangely with the cav-
ernous tones of the learned counsel., Then
Mr. Jones, with flashing eyes and clenched
fist, coiled himself up like a serpent and
hissed: ‘How long have you known him?
‘Ten years,” was the answer tossed back 1o
the lawyer with lightning-like rapidity.”

Well, this methoda of reporting may be
very beautiful, but it makes rather tire-
some reading. and in these days when few
citizens can afford the luxury of reading
themselves to sleep, blatherskite reports of
murder trials are very much avoided.

A FORECAST OF THE FUTURE.

What Might !l'nppe- Under Certain
Industriai Contingencies,

Andrew Carnegie, in the World's Work.

Let us therefore assume that continental
Europe will be finally compelled, after
greater or less sacrifice, through ruinous
wars or peaceful negotiations, if not to
federalize in some form, yet to adopt means
to Insure peace among themselves which
would lead to some form of federation un-
der free trade. It wonld then be continent
against continent—Europe vs. America;
with the former released from militarism
there would be equality so far and both

‘could prosper with a large home market

and participate in the ever-increasing trade
of the world. There is little room to-day
for operations upon a small scale elther in
industrialism or nationalism — nation
against nation was once well enough. Brit-
ain and France, Italy, Germany. Austria-
Hungary were each once of sufficient size to

mentum force its way through small indus.
trial warring units into opposition. There i
also hugu Russia to be recokned with
which likewide threatens to overshadow
the small nations.

The question arises, what would Britain
do If continental Europs be thus relieved
from internal dangers ard under free trade
possesged of the Indispensable home mar.
ket, and were finally te be federated inw
one zollverein or great power? Would she
remain a small separate island nation of
forty-five or fifty milllons, against the hone
dreds of milliens of the continent” Or,
invited, become a membeoer of the European
consolidation—our race submerged by Slay,
Teutonic and Latin races? Or would the
mother-heart, beating fast within her, turn

her gaze longingl:: to ber children across
the sea, then hundreds of gillions strong,
and, grasping their cutstretched hand,
murmur, “Whithersoever thou goest | go;
thy people are my people;”” the English-
speaking race thus becoming again as it

was before—for offense never, for defense
ever—one and inseparable.

CASE OF CONSCIENCE.

Chicage Drummer Badly Bitten by a
Bactrachian =t Teledo.

Detroit Free Press,
“No, I never had my pockets picked nop

my watch lifted,” reolled the Chicago
drummer, “‘but there =re other ways of
working a man, and on several occasions |

have been worked. Indeed, it was only a
month ago, and in Toledo, where nothing
is expected to happen, that I was playved
for a sucker. 1 had stopped on the strect
to light a cigar when a man, who looked as
if he had just come to town with a load of
Eumpkins. came up to me holding a ring in
is fingers and said:

“*‘Stranger, I'm feellnk sort o' consclence-
stricken and 1 want to ask your advice. 1
met a feller a little while ago who was in
an awful hurry to go to Clevelund. He
wanted $0 on tiﬂs ring. which he sald was
«worth a hundred, but ) wouldn't give him
but $10. 1f it's worth a hundred [ really
ought to have treated lim better. 1 might
catch him at the depol even now and give
him the other ten.'

“1 turned loose,” sald the drummer, “and
called Uncle Rube all sorts of fools, and
ended by sayving the ring wasn't worth 5
The setting was composed of dlamonds
and pearls, but even a kid would have
known they were bogus., 1 was still talk-
ing when the man who had borrowed W
came hurrying up and asked for its re-
turn, saying he had foand a party to ad-
vance 30 on it. Uncle Rube observed that
I took the thing for A swindle, and the
man turned on me ard sarcastically ex-
pressed his thanks and advised me to study
up on gems a bit, We had hot words, and
in the end I bet him §0 the ring wasn't
worth $£10."

“And was it?"" was gqueried as the drume
mer seemed to have finished .his story,

“Well, three different jewelers valued It
at $150, and Uncle Rube, who was stake-
holder, doubtless got an even whack on my
money. It was a put-up job, of course, and
1 was just fool enougk to bite. 1 haven't
even the consolation of feeling that it was
one of my off days, or that my liver trou-
ble was bothering me worse than usual
I natarally wanted to lick somebody, but
as it takes me about fifteen minutes to get
mad and see through a hole in the wall the
two rascals were a mije away when 1 got
;eady for action, and thus escaped scut
ree."’

THE BAKER'S OVEN.

How the Bakers Determine It by the
Mere Touch of Hand.

New Orleans Times-D*mocrat.

“Bakers have a curious way of telling
just what the temperature of an oven is”
said a down town baler who has been In
the business fer more than a quarter of &
century, “‘and they can tell, too, with al-
most marvelous accuracy. You take a
man who is an expert in the business, and
he can tell what the temperature of the
oven is by limplr touching the handle of
the oven door. n nine cases out of ten
he will not miss it the fraction of a degree,
Bakers have other ways, of course, of
testing the heat of the oven. For instance,
when baking bread they sometimes throw
a piece of white paper into the oven, and
if it turns brown the oven is at the proper
temperature, or, when baking other
things, they will throw a littie cornmeal or
flour inte the oven in order to 1est the
heat. But the baker's fingers are the best
gauge, and when you fome to think of the
difféerent temperatures required in baking
different things, it is no small achievement
to even approximate the heat of the oven
by touching the handle of the oven door

“Bakers figure that® during the rising
time of a loaf of breicd, after it has been
placed in the oven, it cught to be In a tem-
perature of 75 degrees: Fahrenheit. During
the baking process, 14 order to cook the
starch, expand the cerbonie acld gas, alr
and steam, and drive off the ailcohol, the
inside of the loaf mus! register at least 2
degrees. In making rolls, buns, scones,
tea biscuits, drop cakes, fancy cakes Now
Year's cakes, mufiins, puff cakes and
things of that sore the oven must show
a heat of 450 degrees or higher. When the
oven is at 40 degrees, it is fit for cream
pufls, sugar cake, que=n cakes, rock cakes,
Jumbles, lady fingers, rough and ready and
Jelly rolls. At 350 degrees wine cakes, cup
cakes, ginger nuts and spaps, pies, ginger
bread, spice cakes, uweh as raisin, cur-
rant, citron, pound, Yride and so on. may
be baked. It requires a still lower tem-
perature to bake wedding cakes, Kisses,
anise drops and things in this class. But
whatever temperature the old baker
wants, he can tell when he has it by sime
ply touching the handie of the oven door.

Dewey Quelling a Matiny.
New York Press,

Such as imagine Admiral Dewey only &
successful “bridge cartain” may find inter-
est in this account of a mutiny on the old
Kearsarge, of which "e was in 186 exccu-
tive officer. fty sailors had mutinied and
gone below to the glun deck, where they
huddled together in the dark, ready to hlow
up the corvette if nccessary. Summoning
the ship's writer, who had charge of the
watch muster, and arming himself with
twelve pistols (they were of rather anciont
pattern), Dewey started for them. The
ship's writer carried a lantern and the roll
Reaching the mutineers, the destined hero
of Manila bay, facing them with a cocked
pistol in each hand and the other tn
tucked away in the breast of his coat, =all,
‘Call the roll!™ The first name happencd
to be John Jones. Trrbugh sheer force of
habit he answered “Here.” Alming his pls-
tol at Jones, who stood in the rear of the
crew, Dewey sald: “John Jones, | see you.
I am going to have your name called once
more, and if you do not answer and Imme-
dlately go up on deck. are a dead man
Call the roll!" *“John Jones!" rang out the
volce of the ship's ariter. No answer.
Dewey fired. The bullet meant fer John
Jones went through the heart of the man
standi beside him.! Almost before his
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